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ful service! He had always had a sharp, keen
sense of reality and also a kind of hunger for it.
He felt now that ever since his father's death this
house had been completely unreal, and it was his
mother who had made it so.

To-night, his mother's last words in his ear, he
was moved to a passionate sense of rebellion. He
paced up and down the little parlour, the spaniel
following his movement with soft anxious eyes.
Yes, if she wished him to go he would do so! No
word of thanks for all the drudgery of these years!
Here he had lamed his life at its most active and
promising period to serve her, and all he received
was a contemptuous reference to Will. Will,
who had never, in all his days, thought of anyone
but himself or of anything but his own advantage!

Poor Francis was one of those who are confident
about ideas but doubtful about the human race.
That Liberty, Equality, Fraternity must ulti-
mately flourish, he was convinced, but he was hurt,
with pitiful ease, by any act of human injustice.
He found it difficult to believe that human beings
were egoistic, jealous, cruel, niggardly, and yet on
every day of his life he was injured by proofs that
they were,

He could not credit that all his years of service
went for nothing. They did not go for nothing.
Did he but know it, it was his mother's acute
knowledge of her own injustice that aggravated her
bitterness* But . . , * Herman will do as well/
Herman, the stout, red-faced bailiff, who was
honest only because he was stupid and faithful,
only because he was without imagination.
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